Where We ll 
All Be by 2100, 


Today 


Poems by Rob Bailey 


Illinois 


born in a quarantine 

how will I describe to you 

the old world? 

a hug 

a sidewalk smile 

dancing with your mother 
before the choreography became 
electrons 

were we ever really touching? 
Lie to me. 

John, 


there was a world once 


and there will be one again 

if I told you a story 

would it keep the past alive 

or just give you the blues? 

I swear, this ocean used to be blue 
and my face didn't used to 


lag 


Minnesota 


If cows were a country 
they'd be the third largest 
greenhouse gas emitter. 
Back on the surface 

we fill barns with pigs 
seal those barns 

and pump them full of CO2 
or one by one all day 
with a shotgun 

and no therapist 

61 thousand birds 


90 thousand pigs 


10 thousand hours 

We're getting good at this. 
Meanwhile, Wendy's went vegan 
by accident, and the people went 
hungry 

this is Beyond 


Impossible 


Iowa 


Pork chops or the people? 
Waterloo Tyson is running! 
unopposed 

lockdown anathema 

wake up anesthesia 

semi truck 

semi truck 

semi truck 

tape deck domino 

anno domini 

last night I dreamt I 


was the hog 


but I didn't scream 
as you hacked 

at my limbs 

I watched your face 
and you did not look 
the least bit 


proud 


Ohio etc. 


everything in moderation 
including moderation 
said the stumbling block 
to the pistol, who replied 
negative peace is 

no peace at all 

dance in disease 

sing we all fall 

but the block had his hands in 
false pockets 

opposed to posies 


the chamber is empty 


the pistol is picking off 

red flags 

white flags 

blue lives 

burned in molotov 

what's Russia got to do with it? 


America, this is so on brand 


Kansas 


Amtrak mini-state 

if you don't ride now, 

will you get to: 

work on the next farm? 

see the birth of your son? 

say goodbye? 

stay home, if you have one 

shelter in place, in motion 

I've ridden your rails 

in backpack back sweat summer heat 
indoor blizzard from the gap between 


I've chased your tornadoes 


in pitch black lightning lamp cricket blinks 
interstate stare, price of gas was positive 
pedal to the cloverleaf 

a glut in oil for an oil glutton 

it's cheaper to keep frackin 

they'll never accuse us of 


sloth 
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